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NOME forward from your lurking hole 
Te patriotic boys, 
And Goes the vigour of your Souls, © 

In ſomething more than noiſe, 


rt not the Bill of Rights be told, 
That all your mighty racket, 

| Served but the firmneſs to un feld, 

Of Ridley, and of Blac beit. 


| Let not the bold career of Grieve, 

Be check'd by ſuch a ftory ; 
Tou know you made the boy believe. 
That NOS couid ſtand before you. 


Bur, Oh! alas! and well phy! 4 
What diſmal things b. fel ye: 9 
Some of your Cato's ran away, _ 1 


Some d their pipes with Nelly. 


When Captain Phipps the tale is told, 

He trait his courſe will alter, - 1 
nd ſtrike his flag tho' late to bold, 1 
To Ridley, and Sir Walter, 


W hat Captain can their N withſtand? 
How ftourly they're befriended; 

By what an honourable band, 

They re every day attended, 


The Ladies too, God bleſs them all! | 
Unite their pretty voices, 

And ſqueal as loud as they can youll. 

In favour of our choiſes. 


Then huzza! Boys! God fave che King! | 

Sir Matthew, and Sir Walter! 3 
He who their praiſes will not fing, . 4 
Deſeryes to haye a halcer. r 


